TRANSFIGURATION

would give me an excellent chance of making his wife's
acquaintance. However, I instantly realized that she was
of no further interest to me, that the fire of this adventure
had cooled, and that I had relapsed into my customary
indifference. A combative exchange of glances with
Lajos's wife had been quite enough for me; the thought
of sharing a woman with that gross creature was un-
appetizing ; I had enjoyed a transient titillation of the
senses, and this had been succeeded by a feeling of
agreeable relaxation.

Taking possession of the abandoned chair, I sat down
at ease and lighted a cigarette. The little flame of passion
had flickered out. Once again I was listless; the renewal
of old experiences offered no charm. Idly watching the
smoke-wreaths, I thought of the promenade at Meran
where, two months earlier, I had sat looking at the
waterfall. At Meran, too, there had been a continuous
roar that left me unaffected, an unmeaning sound had
passed athwart the silence of the blue-tinted landscape.
Now the passion of sport was attaining a fresh climax.
The foam of fluttering parasols, hats, and handker-
chiefs rose above the black wave of humanity. The
voices of the throng condensed once more into a single
cry. I heard one name, shouted exultantly or despair-
ingly from thousands of throats: "Cressy! Cressy!
Cressy!" Once again the noise ceased abruptly, as
when a violin-string snaps. The band began to play, and
the crowd to break up into groups once more. The
numbers of the leading horses were displayed on the
board, and half-unconsciously I glanced at them. The
winner's number was seven. Mechanically I looked
down at the blue slip in my hand. On this, likewise, was
a seven.

I could not but laugh. The worthy Lajos had backed
the winner! My fit of spleen had actually robbed the
fat husband of his money. The sense of impishness